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let himself go in the most irresponsible manner. In
Madame RudersdorfPs box was her guest and her former
pupil, Anna Drasdil, widely known for her phenomenally
deep alto voice. Her charming singing of the old English
ballad, "Oh, Dear, What can the Matter be," made it one
of the most popular pieces in her repertoire. She was a
German by descent and never quite controlled her accent.
When Mansfield came forward to acknowledge the ap-
plause bestowed on "Ho-ome, Sweet Ho-ome," he sang
Miss Drasdil's favourite ballad in perfect imitation of her
manner and enunciation; "Oh, Tear, Vot can de Matter
pee." She led the applause herself, for he "brought
down the house." lie took his cue from this little im-
promptu success, and every encore thereafter was devoted
to the eccentricities of well-known persons in the audience.
The next day he sealed up the hole in the studio door,
threw back the bolt, and the echo of a knock was once
more a lusty "Come in" from a distant corner of the
room.

He was fond of his own way and generally had it. The
wall of reserve that hedged about the little boy at school
and which so many of his casual acquaintances later
found an impossible barrier to a knowledge of his inten-
tions and purposes, was already in evidence. He was not
communicative, and there was something about his re-
serve that did not invite intrusion.

Whether or not he recognised this as one of the con-
spicuous points of an anecdote of himself he was long
afterward fond of telling, it illustrates it well and at the
same time it betrays a youthful relish for a practical joke.
Such was his fame as an amateur actor for one so young
that his services were often in demand for the parlour
plays. On one occasion when he had been invited to take ingenious
